UdJdlTJ dTdl^reJEJ£rejRrHR/E/EIEJH/HJEJ2fEreiH/ERf aWEI? 



A he tiijloriz 

T/iCverybottorac and tlic'foalc of hope 
The very lilt, the very vtoioft bound ^ * 

Of all our fortunes., 

Doug. Faith, and fo we fliould. 

Where now remames afwcct reuerfion, 

We may boldly lpend, vponthe hope, . of what t’is 
A comfort of redrementliuesinthis. 

Hot* A rand Clio us, a home to .fixe vn to. 

If that the Diuell and mifchance looke big 
Vpon the maiden-head of our affaires. & 

^ ?r. B utyct I would your father had bin here: 
The qualitie and haire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will be thought 
By fome, that know not why.he is away. 

That wifedome, loyaltie, and mecre dxllike 
Or our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence*. 
And thinke* how fueh an apprehenfion 
Mayturne the tide of fearefull faction. 

And breedakind of queftion ;in ourcaufe; 

For, well you know, we of the. .on ring fide* 

Mult keepe aloofe from ftriftarbitrement, 

And ftog'ali light-holes, cuery loope,From. whence 
The eye of reafon maypriem vpon vs. 

This abfence of your fathers drawesa curtaine* 
That fhewes the ignorant, a kind of fearc. 

B efore not dreamt of. 

Hot. You ffraine toofaiv 
I rather of his abfencc make this vfc* 

It lends a luftre and more great opinion*. 

A larger dare to our great enterprife, 

Then if the Earle were here : for men muff thiake* 
If we without his helpe can make a head 
To pufh againfta kingdom!, withhis helpe 
W c fhall or’eturne it, topfie turuy downe, 

Y et all goes well, yet all o ur toy nts are wliole. 

Doug. As heart can thinke,, there is notfuchaword 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this tearme of feare* 

Enter Sir fy , Vernon* 
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Hot. My ecofcn Vernon* welcome by my fbule* 
Vcr.V ray God my newes be worth a welcome, lord* 
The Earle of W ellmerland, feuenthoufand ffrong* 
IsmarciuKg hitherwards, with Prince Iohn, 

Hot * No harme, what more? 

Vcr* A nd further I haue learnd* 

The King himfelfe in perfon is fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily. 

With ftrong and nughty preparation. 

Hot. He fhal be welcome too: where is his fbnne* 

The nimble footed madcap, Prince of W ales? 

And his Cumrades, that daft the world alide. 

And bid itpafle? 

Ver. All furnifht, all in Artnes.; 

A 11 plumde like Eftridges, that with the wind 
Baitedlike Eagles hauing lately bath’d, . 
Glitteringingolden coats like images, 

A s full of fpirit as the month of May, 

And.gorgcousas thefunne at Midfomcr* 

Wanton as youthfull goates* wild as young bulst 
I faw young Harry with his beuer on* 

His cufhes on Jus thighs, gallantly armde. 

Rile from the ground like feathered Mercury,. 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into iiis feat , 

As if an Angel dr opt downe from the clouds* 

To tone and wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble horfemanffiip. 

Hot . No more, no more, w orfe then the fun in March^ 
Thispraife doth nouriffi agues * let them come* 

They come like facrific es in their trim, 

A nd to the fire-ey d maid of fmoky war. 

All hot and bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars fhall on his altars fit 
Vpto the eares in bioud # l am on fire 
To heare this rich reprizallis fo nigh. 

And yet not ours:Come*Iet me taffe my horfe* 

W ho is to bcare me like a thunderbolt, 

Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales* 
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